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SARAH ZUMBA, PASTO, NARINO, COLOMBIA  
 
Immigrants come to the United States for a variety of reasons. Along with that, each 
immigrant has his or her own personal story and experience. It is important for people to share 
these stories with others because it is part of history and maybe even your family’s background. 
It is also important because it is vital that other immigrants are aware that they are not alone, 
and that there are people who know what they are going through. My aunt came to the United 
States 8 years ago, and although her experience was not as difficult as many other immigrants, 
she still faced struggles such as waiting for the paperwork to go through in an attempt to 
escape the abundant problems in her country.  
 
My aunt Mildred was born in Pasto, Narino, Colombia. She grew up there and went to 
school there until she went to the university in Ecuador where she studied psychology. In 
Ecuador, she met my uncle Marco. They fell in love and got married in Ecuador. After the two 
got married, they went to live in Narino where my aunt Mildred worked at a university there 
teaching a psychology class. They suddenly received the opportunity to come to the United 
States.  
 
When my aunt and her family came to the United States, my cousin David was fourteen 
years old, and his brother was eight years old. My aunt said that they left Colombia to have 
access to the opportunities that the United States brings to people as well as for their sons’ 
education. In Colombia, education was extremely costly, jobs were difficult to find, and in order 
to have access to good opportunities, you needed quite a bit of money. Another reason for my 
aunt and her family coming to this country was the political situation in Colombia. The 
government was constantly filled with corruption. Not only that, but Colombia constantly 
struggled with the problems of guerilla factions and the drug cartels. In fact, many government 
officials attempted to fix these problems that seemed to ferociously plague the country. For 
example, Cesar Gaviria, who was the 36
th
 President of Colombia, imprisoned a notorious drug 
lord named Pablo Escobar. Escobar somehow still controlled his drug empire from prison, and 
later escaped. A year after his escape, he was gunned down. All of this went on from 1991 to 
1993, which was around the time that my aunt and her husband decided they wanted to come 
to the United States. 
 
My aunt Mildred and her family waited twelve years for their paperwork to go through 
and receive permission to come to the United States. My aunt said that the waiting was the 
worst part. They did not know if they were going to be able to come here, or if they would be 
denied. In the end, it was worth the wait, according to my aunt. They are happy here, and 
though it was difficult for them to adapt with the language barrier, they could not imagine living 
somewhere else.  
 
I remember when they came to Chicago. I was about four years old, and I do not 
remember everything clearly, but I remember trying to communicate with them even though I 
was not fluent in Spanish. It didn’t matter that we did not speak the same language because it 
did not change the fact that they were people just like I was. I do not think the fact that they 
were family was the sole reason I enjoyed seeing them so much. My cousins were not very 
close to my age, but they still played with me.  I tried helping them learn how to speak English 
by trying to make them speak English to me as I tried to speak Spanish. I did the same with my 
aunt Mildred and my uncle Marco. We learned from each other. I think that is what makes 
immigrants so important. They keep coming to the United States and add more to the diversity 
that we have here. We learn from each other by experiencing the different cultures. It has been 
said that one can learn much from traveling around the world and coming across a variety of 
experiences. Immigrants help make that possible within the United States, and I wish I could 
thank them all for helping me become a more educated person.  
 
